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A SUDDEN SUBMISSION.
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Western Unlversity, where
had been completed, she
merely had Jlearned what she
know. The acquisition of this
was to be the of her Tature life.
Among the many well-fixed 1deas In her
very clever little mind, the best fixed was
her ability to care for and direct herself.
She was independent of inteilect, which
ghe wnr:&h‘.-p-—-l: and of body, which
affected to There was no reason
why she should not become a IHypatia—
even if Hypatia was beautiful.

True there was her guardlan, Amos
Grantley—it was to his home in the Eastern
metropolis was bound--
but =o long as she did not exceed al-
lowance he would never interfere with her
plans. As for his wife
treated her with that
which a prodigy iIntuitively demand

Miss Driscoll’'s itinerary her
little-traveled road, threugh a sparsely-in-
habited country. There were but few pas-
gengers in the car with her; Indeed, there
gseemed but few ging from
the leisure which the negro porters found
for and i rear

revellng in a
section. For some reason, they were une-
ruly and didn't

boi=terous, but Winnie

mind their conduct, for she ignored it. She
bore with her a follo work on philosophy
and It was an aegis agiinst distraction.
As for the lack of soclety, she was vastly
pleased. People who had never written
surely could not compare with those who
had. Coquetry was beyond her Litany; she
needed no deliver from it. The mod-
ern young man she contemned as the shad-
ow of an ideal. Had hers been the days of
Wallace or Nelson, or even Ellsworth, she
might have deemssd love a subject worthy
of mature deliberation. But as it was,
she was skeptical of its existence., and con-
temptous of {12 nature, if it did exist,

There was a young man on her very car,
an unobjcctionable, unassuming young man
apparently, since he kept his and
also read. That was right. It would be
hypercritical ta blame him for being where
he doubtiess had a right to be; therefore,
let him go into oblivion with the porters.
Winnie did not even trouble herself, for it
would have been a '..‘nuh:r", to scan his
face. For one thing, she was near-sighted
—f defect which gave a dreamyv charm to
her o another, she was quite too
interested to risk losing her place.

Omne day, In the loneljest part of this
lonely journsy, there was much jolting and
stopping and backing of train and shriek-
Ing of engine. Any ordinary young woman
would have put her head out of the win-
dow to the detriment of her hat: but Win-
nie considered neither the commotion nor
her bonnet., If there had been a collision
ahead, and all running on time was disar-
ranged, sfie presumed that the train hands
understood their business. She certainly
did hers, which was to improve her mind.
However, towards evening, when they
reached an Isolated hut called the “junc-
tion,”” and the car in which she rode was
shuntedd on a siding, and the train went
on without i{t, and there were no sights
nor sounds of the train on the bisecting
road, which was t0o annex and draw it,
then Winnie deigned to make inquiries, for
sha had not planned to camp out, which
produced both chagrin and alarm. She
learned that the connection had been missed,
and that the car must remain there for
twenty-four hours. She perceived that her
Informant, the porter, was insolent and in-
toxicated, and that several of his associ-
ates, in similar condition, too, had contrived
to bz left with him. But Winnie had the
stout heart of inexperience. Her personal
dignity had always sustained her in the
¢rises of school life She, therefore, relied
upon a veil as if it were a shield.

When the porter roughly announced that
“those who wanted to eat had better up
stump lively to the hotel, a mile distant
down the cross road,” shrugeged her
shoulders and sald she wasn't hungry, thus
preving her allegiance to the state of pu-
pllage, and resumed her reading. The rest
of the company, two fat and selfish mid-
dle-aged men, intent on cocktalls; an old
couple with an {irritable grandchild, and
the modest voung man, departed. None of
them heeded her except this latter, who
advanced and hesitnted and stopped, and
then, discouraged by her indifference, went
his way.

So the girl was left alone, as she thought,
and the lights blinked and giimmered, and
the night came down, not darkly, but like
a mountain mist. From the wood issued
the murmur of insects and the ripple of a
breok, a lulling sound of which she was
conscious, as one who listens to singing
1s conscious of an unobtrusive accompani-
ment. But, of a sudden, her thoughts
leaped from the page to hersell, her physi-
cal self, now revealed as a shrine most
precious, most sacred. Within that peace-
ful luilaby othe™ sounds were obtruding,
faint, indeed, YWt awesome from their very
obscurity. Wus there not a stealthy step?
Oh! was there not a stifled breathing? Win-
nie sprang to her feet and looked about.
She caught one glimpse of a dark, crouch-
ing form, one gleam from wickediy-glower-
ing eyves. She flung her heavy volume full
in the wretch's face, and then sped through
the car to the ground and along the road.

The way was winding, threading the wood
with the eccentricity of embroidery. In the
west the twilight struck on a glittering ob-
Ject high In the air. It was the bal! on the
flagstall of the hotei, and to Winnie a star
of hopa As she ran she prayed, and as
she prayed she Hstened. At first there were
wrathful cries and heavy following treads.
Then the<e faded away, and with the si-
lence came reassurance. She was safe.
Perhaps her danger had never been real.
But, oh, how frightened she was: and, oh,
how hard she strugglef on! A great sor-
row for herseli enthralled her, such a poor,
frall little thing, alone In the gloomy wood!
But was shke alone? Oh, Qod, into what
evil had she rushed' For, as she turned a
bend that led through a veritable thicket,
from either side a burly form sprang out
and selzed her
Then Winnle screamed—she who had ever
ridiculed such weakness—a“thrilling. plerc-
ing cry that asscrted its potency. For, oh!
there was an answering shout, such a brave
manly huzza, the dash of rapid feet, =2
flerce thrust, a violent fall, & stalwart blow
and some one grasped her hand. ;

“Can you run?" asked this some one

“Yes, yes!" gasped tho girl

“Come on, then, for your life.” and down
the road fied the intellectual Miss Diriseoll,
clinging with the grip of terror to a strange
man.

Ah, but he could run, could this unknown:
even his great assisting strength, even the
impulse of the avengzers behind, could
scarce give equality to Winnie's feet. And
yet, she had been so reliant on her physi-
cal training! Ah, but she had never been
prepared against the tremors of such an
emergency. She had never dreamed that
such depravity could exist, much less dare
to maintain its mysgterious irrors. Never
again would she boast of 5 independence.
If this masculine strength would only suf-
five to drug Ler into well content
would she be to cling to it for the remain-
der of her iife. Her he within
her throat. Her limibs shook and faltered.
Coennected thoughts deserted her: she was
n"':t'!.‘ ' '7" i s . through the
darkness agzinsi the clog of her own weak-
ness, On, she dragged and was dragges
up hii's and over plains, until a v'.'."':.'k::-nli
a sudder flash of light. Her comrade ;:;l;\'e?
an exultant shout, ralsed her in his
arms as she s , then, on and on, in
iint:-ht.%.i-- IH1-Y untii ke bore her fainting
It w ;‘f' the dav
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when Winnle
motherly-looking
: Gy Eer bedside, assuring her
of her safely and of her speedy recoverv
from exertion and fright. And, indeed. the
girl’'s stroanag vitality asserted 'I'.:'--':I‘..hll'.l
In security she shook off the effects of her
adventure, as one rejects the ‘
of nightmare One particular,
cherished, ana thatl tenderly

“But that younsc man who
she asked. “Where s he?

“Him, is it replied the landlady.
proper young gentieman, to he
anxious and so liberal. He had the whole
house aroused In your service. But when
the physician sald you would be all rirht
after a sleep, why, he rode away to the
county seat, where, It seems, he had im-
portant business.™

“But his name?" Winnie faltered.

“Lord love you, Miss, he didn't leave na
name. He was that hurried and we was
that flustrated, and him so ready and free
with his money !

Winnle sighed and grew thoughtful,
her thoughis were not of her book.

*“You had this ‘ere clinched in vour little
hand,” continued the matron, producing an
antique, Intaglio ring. Winnle blushed as
she furtlvely but wvainly examined it $n
search of an inscription; then she placed it
on her finger, and., with feminine craft,
soon had the worthy woman engrossed in
personnl reminiscences,

It was & month luter, that. thre ughout
h:-r guardian's hrome there was a L SUr-
ARbie excitement!, which seeme .
Winnle. The iden of such a Il; -'!j,
made over tha entertainment of
woman and her son at dinner! :
not even strangers, elther: for Mres
was the widow of her guardian’'s o
L-arfnfor. and su'l retained r& in th

usiness, and Ambrose, the son-—what s
ridiculous name, reminding one of hair oil
~his confidential elerik. True, as little Miss
Graatliey explalned: *“Papa had high re-

reme

morance
dowever, she

gided me?™

“A

sure, so

but

A =8

| fidelity and truth.”

i to her past,

spect for the lady, on account of her un-
common strength of character, and an
equal esteem for the young man for his
3ut, what of that? Ail
women were respectable, and all only sons
umlable; but of this particular couple Win-
nie was quite prepared to ignore the one
amnd to desnise the other.

Miss Driscoll’'s

Indeed, since her arrival,

| good friends had been perturbed by a cer-

tain petulance and perversity quite foreign
She was irritable, yet apathe-
tic. Her appetite was fitful, her industry
eccentric. There was dust on her philosoph-
ical tomes, while under her plilow the malid
found a volume of poetry.

“Can she be in love?' asked Mrs. Grant-
18y, recalling her own malidenhood.

“Why, mamma.” replied the daughter,
“how absurd! She hates men, and never
censes from ridienling them."

Winnle descended to meet the guests with
an air more befitting a dismissal than a
welcome. She found a stately and welghty
dame, with ecoloresa, almost livid com-
plexion and aggressively-rolled white hair;
and a demure voung man, brown of halr
and eyves and mustache.

With the mental comments, “Virago"
and “ninny." she gave herself over to hos-
pitable ecares. Her companion at dinner
doubtless thought her taciturn; but then
his mother furnished a ready excuse. The
old ladv was discursive, and on a subject,
too, which might have proved embarrassing
to a more resolute-appearing voung man;
but Ambrosg merely smiled affably., She
digeoursed on the tantrums of his child-
hood, the misdemeanors of his youth, ana
the feelings of his maturity, and ascribed
great credit to her watchfulness that he
wan no worse than he was.

“T keep the reins pretty tight yet,” con-
tinued Mrs. Neames. ‘““No night key, no
clgars or cards, A strict reckoning of every
cent expended.”

“HBut we all l=an on Ambrose in the of-
fice,” ventured Mr. Grantley.,

“T know. We talk business over every
night, and T tell him what to do.”

Winnie studied the young man beneath
her glasses. Was he not ashamed, when
even she, a stranger, could b'ush for him?
Appareatly not at a2ll. He seemed to glory
in his subjection, now and again agreeing:
“Ye=, mother, 1T don't know how I could
get along without your advice,” and all
the while doing ample fustice to the viands,
What insensibility! What ignorance of the
rights and privilizes of glorious manhood!
Alas, there were no longer any men, or if
there were, they came and disappeared like
veritable gods!

The anxious mother kent her gves sharp-
ly engaged with her son's conduct. When
champasne wns servied, she eried out to
the butler: “Mind, oniy a haif giass for
that boy,” and then, “Fill it with water,
Ambrose,” and Ambrose smiiingly obeyed,
while the butler nearly dropped the cooler
in consternation, and Winnie's highly-in-
telligent nose expressed its highest degree
of contempt.

A singular young man, surely, noticeable
on account of his defects. Well it was
remarkable for a modern young man to
even attain distinction in this line! Wh
didn't he talk? Because she was reserved,
that didn't excuse him from his obligation
of attention. But, no, he seemed thorough-
lv content to smirk and gorge and say,
“Yes, mamma,” and “No, mamma,” like
2 roundabout having an outing.

At length, Mrs. Grantley's signal gave
a welcome relief, which faded before a
shock. For as Ambrose Neames bowed and
drew back her chalr, he whispered to Win-
nie with an undeniable afr of tenderness:
“Only for a few moments, Our memories
share a responsive chord, you know, which
will draw me to you.”” Was the man daft?
Or simply and naturally insolent. Winnie's
head was proud, indeed; her dreamy eyes
flashed angrily, as she replied:

“Cord!” she repeated, flippangtly, ‘““tis
apron string you mean.”

Jn the drawing room, Mrs. Neames, to
further exemplify her strength of char-
acter, went to sleep without any dissem-
bling. This gave Winnie a chance to grat-
ify her cwriosity, which, regardless of her
indifference had hecome exigent.

“Tell me, Auntle,” she asked, “why does
that voung man, why does every one, de-
fer so ridiculously to her?”

“Hush, my child,”” sald Mrs. Grantley.
“Why, don't you know? She s liable to
heart stroke, and must be saved from any
excitement. Such fillal submission in a
great, strong man seems noble to me.”

After this explanation Winnie retired to
a corner and pondered; nor did she emerge
therefrom until the guest aronsed with a
start and forthwith talked vociferously, as
if continuing aa animated conversation,
Then she sprang to the old ladyv's side and
attended upon her with surprising gentle-
ness, Mrs, Neames, however, did not make
such responses as thig consideration merit-
ed. She seemod preoccupied. Her gaze was
fixed, fixed with a glare on the young girl's
hand. Finally she spoke, and her voice
}nlxht have ocmbellished any one of the
ates,

“Where did you get my son's ring?’ she
asked.

“Please, ma'am, he left it with me; that
is, 1 borrowed it, just to look at, you know,"”
stammered the discomfited Winnle, as she
incontinently retreated Into her corner.
How her cheeks burned and how her heart
thumped, even as it had during that terri-
ble race. She felt as if every eye rested on
her with suspicion. Oh, what should she
do? Surely they, surely he, would under-
stand that she had not known that her
intense grip had removed and restrained
the ring. She would explain, but how
would she dare face him after her disdain?
Ah, there lay the sting! No one for an in-
stant would doubt her story: but would he
not despise her nature? Then, was life for-
ever after an Ilmpenetrable gloom! If this
brown, subdued, demure young man was
the hero of her dreams, who had diverted
every imoulse of her sour during the past
month, tnen he was no longer brown and
subdued and demure, but altogether glori-
ous and worshiptid. And wnat a miserable
‘ittle fool she had been not to percelve it!
Granted that she was near-sighted, a blind
person of any discernment must have recog-
nized at once his grand personality. Had
she, then, sinned beyond forgiveness? No;
surcly one so noble would ignore her fiip-
Fancy, even as the lion scorns the yelping
of a jackal. But wais such forgiveness
what she craved? Ah, fluttering heart,‘even
to thyself thou dost aot confess thy de-
sires!

Thera were pleasant sounds of laughter,
and the men entered. Winnle watched Am-
brose Neames with eyes of adulation. How
gentle, how gallant he was, so considerate
toward "his mother, so courteous toward his
entertainers,. Ah, modesty was the only
panoply befitting a knight without fear or
shame! A great gratitude swelled within
the girl and overmastered every other emo-
tion. He had risked his life to save her, a
stranger, from worse than death: no con-
ventional scruple should restrain the ex-
pression of her appreciation. With a ges-
ture which seemed imperious, because it
was impatient, she calla=d him to her sido.

“Shall we sound that chord, Miss Dris-
coll,’ he began gayvly. +"'Or do you think
that so dull a slave can have no thought
save of slaverv?'

“*Oh, don’t! pray don't!” Winnie pleaded.
“Forgive me. I didn't recognize you. Oh,
you were so good! and before he could
compr -hend or stay the emotion she bent

nid kissed his hand.

Ambrose Neames flashed and flamed with
passion. No one, surely, could deem him
a brown, subdued and demure young man;
and least of all could Winnie. He seemed
a god manifesting his divinity.

“1 would rather hav> died than have had
you co that,”” he cried *“I am the one to
worship, to worship yvou forever. Can't
you feel don’t vou know that from the in-
stant I saw vou I have loved vou?"

Winnie sighed, oh, so tenderly.

“Ambrose!" she murmured,
what a dear namsz!"" '

At this moment there was a sharp, dis-
cordant interruption.

“My son,” rasped Mrs. Neames's voice,
“that voung miss there has your grand-
fother's ring, which yvou =ald vou had lost."™

“Yes,"” whispered the girl, 1 have your
and—and I'll keep it if vou like."

—New York Times,

“Ambrose,"

TiL'K,

A DOCTON'S FEAT.

An Ameriecan -.i‘inims from Seilla to
Chary bdis,

New York Recorder.

Dr. Judson Daland, who has been inves-
tizating the cholera epidemic in Italy and
Sicily for the health officer of this port,
writes the following to Dr. Jenkins's sec-
retary:

“While in Messina searching for cholera,
in order to keep our health officer well
informed of the sanitary condition of Sieily,
1 read of the terrible strong current and
whirlnool in the Strait of Messina, more
especially at that point between Sciila and
Charvbdis. It occurred to me that f{t
would make a good swim, more esnecially
as the hotel '{r*!"'[‘?l'. who had lived in the
little fishing village called Fareo, for thirty-
two vears, told me that no one had ever
swam across, in the memory of the oldest
inhabitant, although many had tried and
failed, including the hotel keeper himself.

“I took to the water at 4:19 p. m. and
arrived in good condition on the Itallan
shore at 630 p. m., a distance of six or
seven miles, 1 started from
gide a2t Faro, which corresponds
Charvbdis of the ancients,
called Sellla and was foreoe
ful! current to make a landing at a little
village called Riggio on the ltallan shore.
The entire swim was made without stimu-
lants, nua [ restricted myself to the breast
and side stroke, not using the back at all
I encountered during the swim strong cur-
rents running apparently in all directions,
the direction changing every few moments,
These currents were at times warm and at
others fcy cold., There was a high wind
end a chopoy seq, making it extremely difr-
ficult to breathe, 1 returned to Messina in
good condition, and that evening went to
the ulu'l'.j.”

to the
mssed the rock
by the power-

The YBulldog's Day.

| Cincinnatl Tribune.

This season the ugly dog Is the fashion.

| Maybe the buvll dog will catch on.

the Sicilian ¢

| novel

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

The Three Robhers—A Riddle.

They were three robbers; ave,
And they robbed a red, red rose;
And they came from out the sky,
And they went where no man knows,

One came—a robber bold—
And a sable coat he wore,
And a belt of dusty gold,
And he robbed her treasure-store;

One came when the day was young,
And rent the curtaln gray

Of mist that round her hung,
And he stole her pearls away;

One came when the day was dead,
And no one saw brim pasgs;

And he caught her petals red
And threw them upon the grass.

Three robbers bold were they,
And thev robbed a red, red rose;
And they came and went away,
And whither—no man EKnows,
—November St. Nicholas.

Indinn Summer.

These are the days when birds come back—
A very few, a bird or two—
To take a backward look.

These are the days when the skies put on
The old, old sophistries of June—
A blue and gold mistake.

Oh, fraud that cannot cheat the bee,
Almost thy plausibility
Induces my belief,

Till ranks of seeds their witness bear,
And softly through the altered air

Hurries a timid leaf!

Oh, sacrament of summer days!
Oh, last communion in the haze!
Permit a child to join,

Thy sacred emblems to partake,
Thy consecrated bread to break,
Taste thine immortal wine.

—Emily Dickinson.

Aftermnth.

No field its grain gives doubls,
But after sickles keen

Have swept the yellow stubble
The weeds grow bold and green.

My life cannot bear double
Of faith and hope serene,

But throuzh the parching stubble
The weeds are showing green.

Once 1 was glad with sowing,
But now the fields are lean;
Once life was sweet with knowing
No weeds grew in between.

Wearily through the stubble
At eve I go to glean,

And peace o'ermasters trouble
Because weeds grow between!

—Meredith Nicholson, in Boston Transcript.

Grief.

The first great grief that comes into a life
Seems hardest, for the heart has known
no pain;
But when each day brings greater care and
strife,
And life endures, the heart must hope
again. .
Then lookllng back to pain, from which we
shrank,
To stony ways we walked with bleeding
feot, )
So bittter now the cup that what we drank
In other days to us would now seem
sweet,
—Cy Warman.

Going to the Wars.

Tell me not, sweet, I am unkind,
That from the nunnery

Of thy chaste breast and quiet mind
To wars and arms I fiy!

True, a new mistress now I chase,
The first foe in the field,

And with a stronger faith embrace
A sword, a horse, a shield.

Yet this inconstancy is such
As you, too, shall adore—
1 could not love thee, dear, 50 much,
Loved I not honor more,
—Robert Herrick.

Love Isn Love.

Art is fine—but love is finer,
Who can paint the soul?

Seek'st thou beauty? What's diviner,
Fragment, or the whole?

Song is sweet—but love is sweeter.
Was there ever hymn

That for compass and for meter
Awed the seraphim?

Thought is great—but love is greater,
Who can search our truth? \
Love alone i2 revelator,
Love is love, in sooth.
—Richard Realf.

My Garden,

A garden is a lovesome thing, God wot!
Rose nlot,
Fringed pool,
Ferned grot—
The veriest school
Of peace; and yet the fool
Contends that God is not—
Not God! in gardens! when the eve is cool?
Nay, but 1 have a =ign;
'Tis very sure God walks in mine,

—T. E. Brown.

OUT OF THE ORDINARY,

There are 141 schools of theology in this
country, with 686 professors and 6,989 stu-
dents,

In 1552 books on geometry and astronomy
were destroyed in England as savoring of
magile.

In 1891 the sum of $£5,840,208 was donated
to the colleges of this country for various
purposes,

During the tenth century the Saracens
had seventeen universities, Cordova being
the chief.

The first schools for the separate educa-
tion of girls were founded during the

Roman empire.

The agricultural capital of Europe has
doubled since 1840; that of the United
States has increased over sixfold.

A swarm of flies will make thelr appear-
ance at a car window and easily keep pace
with the train, even though it be rushing
across the country forty miles an hour.

Next to Westminster Abbeyv there is no
lace of sepulture of such historic Interest
n the Rritizsh isles as Bunhill Flelds, the
last resting place of John Bunyan, Daniel
Defoe and Isaac Watts.

Mr, Eddy, of Bayonne, N. J., has de-
vised a set of tailless kites, Ie has sent
them up 4,40 feet, and thev will rise in a
dead calm. The Weather Bureau is inter-
ested in their workings.

The origin of the American navy
from 1775, when Congress authorized the
equipment of two crulsers, By October,
1776, the American fleet consisted of twenty-

o

six vessels, mounting 536 guns,

When it becomes generally known that
russet shoes can be easily shined with a
fresh banana skin or a piece of raw carrot
or tomato or potato the sale of a patent
russet polish may fall off somewhat.

The late Major Decker, the midget,
weighed but a pound at birth and physi-
cians vredicted that he could not live two
davs. Yet he survived fortv-four vears,
and it is said was drunk half of his life.

Frohably the richest town in the country
in point of population is DBrookline, a
suburb of Boston. The inhabitants number
less than 13,000 and own property valued
at 262,000,000, Its wealth increased 114 per
cent. last vear.

Needies were first made with very rude
machinery In 1545. At that date a workman
did well if he turned out ten a day. It is
estimated that the nresent product of the
I'nited States excecds RLOMOM0 a year,
while England makes 110,000,000,

The first almanac was printed in Hun-
gary in 1470. One medical firm In this coun-
try now prints and circulates over 3,000,-
) a wvear, and it is estimated that the
total number printed annually in this
cogntry does not fall short of 150,000,000,

The highest price per pound ever paid for
tea was at the Mincing L.ane tea auction on
Feb., 5, 184, when a five-pound parcel of
“iolden Tip"” from Ceylon was knocked
down at {25 10s per pound, or at a4 sum
equal to $123 in United States currency.

The health commissioners of Minnesota
have prohibited the exchange of lead pen-
cils among the school children. They say
that diphtheria and other diseases are often
transmitted by putting the pencil in the
mouth, which i8 a very common habit,
not only with children, but adults,

When the great tower now being con-
structed at Wembly Park, near Harrow, in
England, is completed it will be 175 fest
hiigher than the Eiffel tower. The height
will be 1,150 feet, and as it stands on a hill
185 feet high, it gains so much in extent of
panorama. 1t will be built of steel.

In tha plains on the western borders of
the Chinese empire, in the very heart of
Asia, there live roaming tribes who seldom
visit towns except It may be in the way of
trade. They dwell In tents, which they
pitch wherever they may happen for the
moment to be wandering or working.

The government of Saxony has adopted a
method to secure the payment of
taxes. The names of persons who did not
pray thelr taxes last vear am printed and
hung up in ail the restaurants and saloons.
The proprietors dare not serve those men-
tioned on the lists with food or drink under
penalty of lasing their licenses,

The proprietor of a cigar shop in Phila-
delphia died of black diphtheria a few days
@ago, and that the danger of contagion

dates

Wk HAVE FITS!

FOR TALIL, LEAN PEOPLE,
FOR SHORT AND STOUT,

FOR EXTRA LARGE,
FOR ALL ECONOMIC INCLINED.

We show the largest and best assortment of Clothing this fall at
much lower prices than any other house in this city.

ARCADE

No. 10 West Washington Street

[k ORIGINAL,

HOUSE in Ameriea.
masses.

THE LARGEST AND CHEAPEST
HOUSE FURNISHERS IN AMERICA

A living monument to the push and enterprise of the greatest PRICE CUTTERS!
A towering testimonial to their HONESTY and SQUARE DEALING!
' est and most complete success ever seen in the Furniture and Carpet trades. Solid
and substantial proof that speaks for itself.

The CHEAPEST CASH and CREDIT
THE GREAT PRICE CUTTERS. Home store for the

The newest of everything, the most of everything and all the eredit you want.

)
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' D)yl

The grand-

CASH
x CREDIT

DINING ROOM

7 Pieces.

$21.00

Beveled Mirror Antique
' Oak Sideboard.

. One Antique Extension
| Table (heavy legs).

- Five Higch-backed Oak
1 Chairs (cane seat),
Substantial Dining Set.

|
|

PARLOR

11 Picces.

23.00

One Antique Oak Parlor
Set, six pieces, upholstered
in Plush or Tapestry.

Two pairs Lace Curtains.

One large Velvet Rug.

Two elegant Paintings,
Engravings or Etchings.

(ash or Easy Payments

BEDROOM

v Pieces.

20.00

One Antique Bedstead, 4
feet 6 inches wide.

One large Dressing Case,
One Medium Washstand.
One Woven Wire Spring.
One Mattress.

Two Antique Oak Chairs,
An elegantly finished suit.

THE PEOPLE'S OUTFITTING CO

ARE THE ORIGINATORS

Of small weekly payments.

security.

with reverses.

The originators of easy ecredit.
The originators of refunding money when the goods do not give satisfaction.
The originators of liberality and EXTENSION OF TIME to purchasers who meet
They are and always will be

"The - Hriend of the Masses.
7 and 73 WEST WASHINGTON STREET and 32, 3

The originators of no

might be avoided, his body, in its coffin,
was placed in the show window of his
store during the funeral services, that his
friends mizht pass by on the outside. Al
the neighbors tiocked to see the somewhat
uncanny spectacle.

The sweet gum is now in its glory. This
tree answers neads aesthetic and practical,
Its dense but soft wood Is drawn ocut into
ribbons for the manufacture of berry bas-
kets and its leaves, rarely beautiful in
form, now take on a peculiar splendor,
Leaves on a single tree are in all stages
from green o dark crimson that is almost
black.

Falcon island, which the survey of 1867
fays was but L4 miles long and 165 feet
above water in the highest place, is now
nearly three miles long and four hundred
feet high, and has two active volcanoes,

The population in London in 1891 was
471,068, These people were distributed over
an arza of 74692 acres, which gives an
average of about fifty-eight to the acre all
over the city, including parks and publie
buildings. In that part of Londop north of
the Thames there are eighty-three people
to the acre. There are goeveral citles in
England which have a greater average
density of populaticn than the larger half
of London, the halfl south of the Thames,
which has only thirty-five people to the
acre,

Broadened Out Considerably.
New York Weekly.

De Good—So youu attended the congress
of religions at Chicago. How did the pro-
ceedings affect you?

De Pew—1 am treasurer of a fund for the
heathen, you know.

“Yes."

“Well, T don’'t know whether to send the
money away or kKeep it myself."”

HUMOM CF THE DAY,

Metaphors,
Good News,

Teacher—Yes, “thorny paths” is a meta-
phor. Now, what are metaphors?

Dull Boy--Paths where yeh can't ride
pneumatics.

Where Literary Tastes Differed.
Philadelphia Record.

Miss Waldo, of Boston—I do love Swin.
burne. His melody is so—so melodious.

Misa Lakefront, of Chicago—Yes, and I
do love his odes. They are so odious.

Little Dick Has Views.
Good News.
Little Dot—Womens is ever so much better
than m2n.
Little Dick—They is, is they? Well, which
would you rather have, a stepmother or a
stepfather?

Lucky Little Boys.
Good News.

Little Dick—I know why little colced boys
is s0 happy.

Little Don—Why?

Little Dick—Caus» thelf mothers can't
tell when their hands are dirty.

Too 01d Fashioned.
New York Weekly.
F'riend—You have lost yvour position on the
Hightone Magazine, 1 hear.
Dr. Greybeard—Yes, [ accepted a manu-
script which contained the expression *l
presume,' Insteas of *‘I fancy."

Would Have Known Better.

New York Herald.
He—What is the reason you won't let me

4 and 36 KENTUCKY AVENUE.

kigs you when I ask \'nu'; Is it l;e-cause i
7 sk 1 ? Is > ol
think 1 have kissed other girls?
She—No, I acquit you of that.
He—Indeed! Why?
She—Because, if you had you wouldn't
have askad.

—

A Thoroughgoing Disavownl.
Vogue,

Alice—Are you the person who has tried
to create the impression that my tecth are
artificial?

Minnie—Heavens, no! I've sald everve
where I belleved you were born with them,

In the Workshop.
Vogue,

“That Auger i3 a sharp fellow,” sald the
Hammer to the Saw, “but he runs around
a good deal.”

“Yes," replied the saw slowly, between
his teeth, “and what an awful bore he is™

ile Was a l:lenl_ilu,‘, Too.
Harper's Bazar.

“Mamma, mas I have a cup of real tea,
not just make-believe cambric tea?’

“*No, Stuart; my little boy is not old
enough yet to drink real tea.”

“Well, I don't see why, You just let me
eat a plece of real cake.”

Johnny's Conclusions,
Good News.

Little Ethel (at her arithmetic
What's a “quotient 7

Little Johnny—It's what you get by
viding one number by another.

“Oh, it'= th: answer, s it?

g (T

Then why don't they call it the answer?

b":{:am that word is too easy to remems

lesson)—
dl=




